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Splitting an Angel 


The following is a work of fiction | do not imply that these events took place or would ever take place. No 


malace, impeachment or disrespect is intended. 
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"Look, um, we have to do this, James. There's no way around it, you know?" 
"| know." 


| sat there on the top stair rung in front of our hotel room, fixing my eyes on the pair of hands wringing in 
between my thighs. | hated this, hated talking about it, hated thinking about it. | never wanted it to come to 
this. 


"So we do it tomorrow then?" 


My eyes cast over to Cliff, leaning against the side of the building. He cupped his hand in front of his face to 


light a cigarette. 
"First thing, as soon as the asshole wakes up. | don't want him pulling a Bruce Lee on us and breaking shit." 


Lars was right of course. Right about doing it first thing, right about getting rid of him. Shit, | never wanted 
this to happen. He'd been like a brother to me. 


"What the fuck is that look about?" Lars scowled, leaning into my face. "Do you want everything to go to the 


shitter? Do you want to lose everything we've worked so hard for?" 
Silently, | shook my head. 


Again, Lars was right. We were too close to hitting the big time to take our chances with Dave, his 
unwarranted arrogance, his volatility, his belligerence. The next few months could make us or break us. | 
couldn't let my feelings for the guy get in the way. After all, this was our future we were talking about here. 
What were my options if Metallica didn't work? Selling shoes? Selling drugs? Flipping burgers? No, Metallica had 
to work. It had to work for me, for Lars, and for Cliff and it wouldn't if Dave was hell bent on destroying 
himself. He'd take all of us down with him. Shit, | couldn't stand to watch it anymore. | kept telling myself it was 
just normal heavy metalhead behavior, the drinking, the fighting. How many nights had | sat in the darkness, 
staring at the tiny slit of light from the bathroom, listening to him throw up over and over again? Dave 
couldn't just have one drink, or even just one six pack It had to be a case or an entire bottle of whisky or 
even two. How long can someone live like that? Would | wake up one morning and find him dead? | couldn't take 


that. Still, | felt a loyalty to the guy. How could we just shut him out like that? 

"Maybe we should give him some kind of warning.” 

Lars' eyes shot at me like silver-blue bullets, the line creasing on the bridge of his nose. | knew that look. I'd 
become very familiar with it over the course of this trip, actually | think that look was saved especially for 
when we were talking about Dave. 

"Are you fucking kidding me? | would like to get through this with all my teeth intact, if you don't mind." 
Chalk another one up for Lars. What was | thinking? Warning Dave, ha. Like the time Ron warned him about 
leaving empty beer cans all over the house last year. That warning cost Ron his bass, shit, almost his life. 
Who'd have thought Dave would have poured an entire can of beer into his guitar's pick-ups? Fucking insane, 
that's what Dave was, fucking insane. He was no good for the band and he was no good for me. 

So, you'll do it then?" 

My eyes turned back to Lars again. "Me? Why me?" 


"Because you're big." 


"So what? Like that's ever mattered. Remember that shit with the dogs? No thank you." 
| looked to Cliff 

"Hey man, l'm the new guy. Hts not my place’ 

Okay, Cliff had a point: This wasn't his problem. | let a heavy sigh and turned to Lars 
"Its settled then You'll tell him he's out first thing in the morning’ 


| nodded. What else could | do? Stand up to Lars? To Cliff? It was two against one and | had to go with Lars. 
I've always had to go with Lars. 


We walked back into the hotel room where Dave was already sound asleep. He'd pawned a necklace some girl 
had given him to buy a bottle of Old Grand Dad. He drank it like it was kool-aide as we all watched..watched and 
waited for the fireworks to begin and without fail, half an hour later the shit went down 


"What the fuck are you looking at?" he slurred, yelling from the second story railing of the hotel at an 


innocent elderly couple below. "Am | the devil? Maybe | am!" 

| knew he wasn't the devil. | knew why he acted like that. He had to push everyone away before they rejected 
him. He needed to belong, to feel apart of something, yet he felt he couldn't trust anyone. Its what we had in 
common. In some ways he'd let himself belong to me or maybe | let myself belong to him. Either way | knew 


my telling him to get lost was going to kill him. 


"We share an angel, you and |," he once said. "It's like we've got this thing split between us and it only works 
when we're together." 


| remember how his eyes looked when he said that to me, so soft, translucent, needing. He often spoke of 


angels, of how he only answered to his and that's all he worried about. 


"Man's laws don't apply to us. The world is our fucking oyster, James, and we're going to dip it in butter and 
eat it." 


| stared at him, sprawled spread eagle on the carpet, the hem of his t-shirt pushed up over his stomach. A 
string of orange hair strewed across his face and rested on the pinkness of his lips. | was squatting beside 
him, lost in the vision of him, when Lars tapped my shoulder. 

"Letts go down to the pool hall and have a couple of drinks." 


| didn't look at him. | only shook my head. 


"Come on. I'm buying.’ 


"No. | just want to be alone." 

‘Suit yourself" 

A spray of yellow streetlight leaked into the room as Lars and Cliff left. It made shadows play over Dave's 
softened face. He looked so peaceful as he slept, child-like, innocent, sweet even. | wanted to touch his skin, 
brush my fingertips over the little dots of freckles by his upturned nose. | wondered if he was drunk enough 
to sleep through that. | was willing to take my chances. After tomorrow, I'd most likely never see him again 
Trembling, | moved my hand to his face and let my skin brush across his. Soft. Flawless. I've never looked like 
that, except in my airbrushed senior class picture. Dave always looked like that, airbrushed, perfect, beautiful. | 
gasped when he began to move. 

"James? What are you doing?" He drew his hand over his narrowed eyes. "Where is everybody?" 

"They went to play pool.” 

He huffed a little and turned over on his stomach. Curls of copper flung my way and splayed across the 
carpet as he snapped his head. | wanted to touch that too, pull it through my fingers, feel it brush across my 
lips. 

"You didn't go?" he asked, his voice moving towards to the wall opposite me. 


"No. 


He shifted again and | noticed he was pushing the toe of his Reebok against the heel of the other shoe and it 
dropped off with a thud. Moments later the other one did the same thing. 


"You wanted to stay here with me," he said, arrogance dripping from his voice. 

Maybe it wasn't arrogance, maybe he was just proud to have me chose him over Cliff and Lars. 
| let a heavy sigh. "Yes." 

He pulled his knees up and brought himself to all fours and then sat back on his haunches. 

"Fuck it's hot in here. Can't we turn on the air-conditioning?" 

"Doesn't work," | said as he pulled his t-shirt over his head 


My eyes drifted over more of the peach tinted skin as he lowered himself back down. The movement had 
stirred his scent up in the air and it was strong given the fact that he hadn't showered in two days. But he 


didn't stink. He smelled like Fritos with chili poured on top. It made me hungry to smell him. My stomach 


growled. 


"| can't wait until we make it, James. When we're big, we'll never have to stay in shitty hotels like this. It'll only 
be five stars for us." 


| felt a tearing in my chest as he said that. My eyes itched with shunned tears. | couldn't tell him that that 


would never happen, that he would never be apart of my dream and that | would never be apart of his. 
"Fucking nothing but the best of everything, James." 

"Yeah," | whispered. 

Wanting to relish the last of my nearness to him, | moved closer and stretched out beside him. | lay down on 
my back and pulled my arms up behind my head, the same as him, only he was on his stomach. Another Frito 
smell enveloped me when his face turned to me. 

"We'll never be hungry.’ 


"Nope. Never hungry.” 


| hoped fame would take this hunger away. The best gourmet food in the world probably couldn't. Only the 
touch of his skin could squelch this burning in my gut. 


Despite my will, a tear rolled down the side of my face. 
"James." 


| didn't turn to him. | couldn't. 


| felt the tip of his finger catch the tear and push it back up towards my eye. And then his hand moved to 
my chest. The heat of his palm made my shirt moist. 


"You're scared, aren't you, James?" 
| nodded. | wasn't lying to him. | was scared, scared of losing him, of giving him away. 


"Don't be, man. We'll always be together. I'll take care of you. | would never let anyone hurt you. You know 


that: 


And | did know that. | knew he loved me. He'd told me many times before. | hated myself for what | would do 


tomorrow. | was going to betray him and split the angel between us forever. 


He edged up closer to me, his chin almost touching mine. 
"You're lonely." 
Again | nodded. 


To my surprise, he lowered his head and laid it on my chest. A tendril of hair fell on my lips and | opened my 
mouth to taste it. It tasted like smoke. 


"I get lonely too," he said, his voice reverberating through my body. 


| felt his arm draw around my waist, and his thigh hooked over my leg. The heat of him was starting me to 


sweat. My nerves were heating me up as well. | gulped when | felt his hand brush over my crotch. 

"Have you ever wondered what it would be like?" 

"What? What would what be like?" 

| hoped he was asking what | thought he was asking about. | was always wondering about what it would be like 
to be with him. To touch him, to taste him, to be inside him, for him to be inside me. It was those thoughts 
that helped me get off when | showered. As my cum would spurt out against the bathroom tiles, | would 


imagine him kneeled before me, his mouth open to catch it, eager to drink me up like | wanted to drink him. 


"We have secrets, don't we?" he asked, his voice thick and gravely. "We have things we don't share with the 
others, right?" 


"Sure, Dave." 


| felt the button pop on the fly of my jeans, and his breath on my stomach. There was a click for each set of 
teeth that pulled apart on my zipper, and a tug as his hand slipped in. 


"Is this alright, James?" he asked, hesitantly. "| don't want to freak you out” 

"You're not." 

| felt air hit when he pulled my cock out, and then warmth as his hand slid up it, then back down. His head 
didn't move from my chest. He just continued to stroke me softly. | could feel the hair on my balls bristle as 
they drew up. It didn't take long for his touch to set me off. As | began shooting, he jumped up and let the 
cum fall on my t-shirt. 


"Sorry, dude, | don't mess with that shit" 


"That's alright," | said, tucking myself back in 


He laid back down on his stomach beside me. He rested his chin on the arms folded under his head. His face 
turned towards me. 


| know what you're thinking, James. But I'm not." 
"What do you mean? I'm not thinking anything.” 


His bottom lip pouted, not from actually pouting. | think it did that because of his chin resting on his elbow. He 
wouldn't let his eyes meet mine. 


"Yes you are. You're wondering how | could do that" 
"Well." 


Truth is, | was. We had never touched each other like that before, and as far as | knew, he wasn't touching 
anyone else like that. God, | hoped he wasn't. 


| used to take money to jerk guys off when | was fifteen It's not something I'm proud of, its just something | 
had to do to eat, you know?" 


"Yeah." 
When his eyes rose to mine, | could see him shedding his pride, stepping out of it like an unwanted coat. 


"| don't like doing it, but it doesn't really bother me too much to do it for you. | mean, you're my buddy, and 


you won't tell anyone right?" 
"No..no, | won't. | won't tell anyone." 
"Okay, cool. If you get lonely again, I'll take care of it if you want" 


"Thanks." 


We laid there in silence for awhile. | wondered if | should offer him the same courtesy. Dave seemed like the 


kind of person to just ask for it, but he didn't. 
"Are you...” 
His eyes met mine again. "What? A fag?" 


"No. That's not what | was going to ask" 


He looked down again. His fingers pulled at the carpet between us. 

"Do you want me to..2" 

This time he smiled "No, that's okay. I'm good. But | will take a rain check on the offer though." 

| wanted to tell him this was his only chance, that it was now or never, but | didn't have the courage. Instead | 
studied his face, each and every freckle, every mole, the way his eyelashes where like tiny auburn fans softly 
raising and lowering. | wanted to keep this moment like a picture in my mind to have whenever | needed him. If 
only he could be like this all the time, then there wouldn't be any reason to send him away. 

He fell asleep beside me like that. His face pointed towards mine. My sleep was broken, nightmares of what 
tomorrow would bring haunted me. At one point | actually dreamed we were Siamese twins being surgically 
separated. Dave screamed as the nurses pulled him from me and | cowered on the operating table, crying. 


"Hey, man" | opened my eyes to find Lars hovering over me. "It's time." 


| sat up and looked at Dave, curled up like a sleeping kitten beside me. | couldn't do this. | didn't want to, and | 
wouldn't. 


"Get up, Mustaine," Lars grumbled, nudging him with his foot. 

"What? What the fuck?" he asked, pushing him away. 

"We got something to say to you." 

Cliff walked over and dropped Dave's duffle beside him. 

"What's this? What's going on?" 

"Tell him, James." 

"Tell me what?" he asked, his eyes pleading at me. "What's going on, James?" 
| looked down, and then Lars nudged me with his knee. 

"You're out, Dave. You're out of the band." 

"What?" | heard his voice crack. "You're firing me?" 

| nodded, keeping my eyes from his. | felt them burning, scorching me. 


"Why?" 


"Because we don't need your shit anymore," Lars retorted. 


| don't remember much after that. It all seems like a blur now. We carried his stuff out to the truck and 
drove him to the Greyhound station. | was glad that Lars and Cliff agreed to come with me so it wouldn't be 
just him and me alone in the truck. | knew he would ask me questions, and | just didn't have the answers for 


him. | didn't even have the answers for myself. 


At one point we drove over a bump and instinctively, | looked over my shoulder to make sure he hadn't been 
thrown out the back That's when our eyes met. | hadn't wanted him to see me cry. | didn't want anyone to 
know | was crying. That's why | had refused to wipe the tears off my cheeks. | didn't want to draw attention 
to myself, but he saw them and | saw his and that's when | felt the tearing inside me...the splitting of the 


angel. 


